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and two of prose. But her health was undermined.
She refused to lead an invalid life, though suffering
desperately at times, and in 1926, after a short but
severe illness heroically borne, she died. ' Her memory
will always be enshrined in the hearts of those who
loved her, and her work/ as Constance said, ' has left a
spiritual inheritance of love and peace to those who
can understand, that will never die/ Constance had
not realized quite how fragile she had become, and it
was a terrible shock to her. She came over and stayed
with me. She looked to me very ill, but denied that
anything was wrong with her. It was then that we
had the conversations to which she refers in her last
letters. I was deeply struck by what she said, and I
felt her so full of love and wisdom. It seemed to me
that she had learned so much more from the life for
which people blamed her so severely, than most human
beings learn from lives that are considered most praise-
worthy. She had the inner vision as it were, and could
see truth. We sat for hours while she copied in water-
colours a sketch of Eva that she had done in oils
twenty years before. And as she worked, she told me
of her early life, of Easter Week and that last night in
the College of Surgeons, and of how life changed for
her from then. She spoke with deep feeling of all Eva
had done for her, and finally of her own certain hope of
immortality. We parted with great reluctance, and
she planned another visit soon. But, alas, it was not
to be. When I saw her next she was dying in a hospital
ward. She had unfortunately not told her friends
about the operation for appendicitis until it was over.
Then I received a letter saying everything was satis-
factory and she was getting on well. I answered that I
would go into the country with her as soon as ever she
was well enough to move. But almost immediately
there came a message on the wireless summoning her

